A MATTER OF NO IMPORTANCE

cleaning armour, mending shoes, breaking sticks for
firewood - making spells over it for all he knew. It
did not interrupt him as a civilized person doing the
same thing would have. The Briton was more like a
dog really: moving quickly and easily like a dog in
good condition. Sometimes he stopped reading and
sat and watched Rudd, or gave him another lesson
in Latin, or told him about politics: not that the boy
understood much, but it was a way of thinking aloud
and meeting with friendliness at least, not like the
others, who either didn't care or were on the wrong
side.

As to what Rudd thought of it all, he did not bother
about that, or not for a long time, not until he grad-
ually found with surprise and something like horror
that he had somehow got into a habit of affection for
his slave, so that he refused a quite large offer for him
from a dealer* Britons were fashionable and fairly
rare. It seemed to him that he knew an extraordinary
amount about Rudd, partly from direct questioning,
times when he had nothing to do and the man had
gone off into long, trailing, tangled stories about his
queer, wet island and the obscure doings of the
Britons; and partly by a continuous consciousness of
Rudd's feelings towards him. Very few of the others
happened to own that particular sort of barbarian,
and the man had been used to living in a crowd of
others, eating and hunting and fighting, so now he
was desperately lonely and the one certain thing
about his life was the Tribune. So sometimes Marcus
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